The Biftorie of 

Fa//. I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Pnn. Why? thou oweft God a death* 

Falf, r’is nor due yet , I would be loth to payihim before hi s 
day : what need lbefo forward with him that calls not on mee; 
Well; t’is no matter, Honour pricks me on ; yea but how ifHe. 
nour prick me off when I come on; how then can Honour fee to 
a leg. ? no,or an arme/ no, or take away the griefe of a woundfae 
Honour hath no skill in Surgeriethen, no: What is Honour? j 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire : a trimme reckoning, 
Who hath it? hetliatdieda VVednefday? Dcth he fecleit? no’: 
doth he heare it? no : t’is ( infenfible then/yea, to thedead.-butwill 
it notliue with the liuing/ no : why/ detraction will notfuffer 
therefore lie none of it j Honour is a meere Skutchion $ and 
b ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter fVorce/ier , and fir 'Richard Vernon. 

Wor, O no, my Nephe w mu ft not know. Sir Richard, * 
The liberall kind offer of the King, 

Ver, T’wercbefthedid. 

Wer, Then are weallvndone, 

It is not poffible, it cannot be. 

The K ing would kcepe his word in louing vs, 

He will fufpeCt vs ft dl, and find a time, 

To ponifli this offence in others faults 5 
Suppofition, all our lines, fliallbe ftuckefullof eyes, 

For T reafon is but trufted like theFoxe, 

Who ncucr fo tame, fo chsrifht, and loekt vp, 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his anceftcrs : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation willmifquotc ourlookcs, 

And we fballfecd like Oxen ata ftalli 
The better cheriflit, ftili the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be wellforgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Hctflwr, gouerned by afpleenc, 

All hisoffencesliuevpon my head, 

. And en his Fathers. Wcdidtrainehimon, * 

And his corruption being tanefrora vs*. 



(fen. 


Exit Dowg. 


Enter Dow. 


Henry the Fourth , 

We a»the fpring of all, fliall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen> let not Hattj know 

in any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hotfour. 

liner what you wil,He fay tis fo.Herc corucs your Coo 
I/ot. My vnclc is returnd, 

Dcliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerlandi 

Vnde,whatnewes? 

iVor. The King will bidyouBattellpreiently. 

How. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmetland. 

Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you and tell him fo* 

' Pcrv. Mary and fhall,and very willingly. 
mr. There is no Teeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor, I told him gently of your grieuances, 
OfhisOath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forf scaring that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Tray tors, and will fcourge 
With haughty armes ,this natcfullname in vs. 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I hauethrowne 
A braueDefiance in King Henries teeth 3 
And Weftmerland that was ingag’ddid beareit, 

Which cannotchufe but bring him quickly on. 

fper. The Prince ofjV&lesftept forth before the King, 

And Nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight. 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw ftiort breath to day, 

But I and Harry '■ .Monmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How fliewd his talking ? feem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

Vnleffc a Brother (hould aBrother dare 
To gentle ekercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trimd vp your praifes with a princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making vou euer better then his praife. 

By (till difpraifmg prayfe, valued with you .- 
And which became him like aPrince indeed, 









